To commemorate a colleague's retirement I recently spent considerable time contemplating the expression "to end up." Evocatively suggesting the joyful or hopeful end of a long journey at an elevated destination (a sorrowful arrival at a vaUey location might be to "end down") the phrase is used, of course, much more often to refer simply to a concluding arrival of any sort, regardless of how mundane or how short the trip ("I ended up at the refrig erator staring at last night's leftovers" or "We ended up at a bar downtown untU midnight"). And arrival, of course, however unremarkable or extraordi nary, concerns location and our position in it. WhUe thinking about a figure of speech in this way could lead almost anywhere, after some thought I de cided that the notion of "ending up"?notwithstanding its more banal impU cations?can prompt us to some fascinating insights about our notions of place and our place within places, issues we too often take for granted. I once had a roommate from coastal Maine who never said "ended up";
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To commemorate a colleague's retirement I recently spent considerable time contemplating the expression "to end up." Evocatively suggesting the joyful or hopeful end of a long journey at an elevated destination (a sorrowful arrival at a vaUey location might be to "end down") the phrase is used, of course, much more often to refer simply to a concluding arrival of any sort, regardless of how mundane or how short the trip ("I ended up at the refrig erator staring at last night's leftovers" or "We ended up at a bar downtown untU midnight"). And arrival, of course, however unremarkable or extraordi nary, concerns location and our position in it. WhUe thinking about a figure of speech in this way could lead almost anywhere, after some thought I de cided that the notion of "ending up"?notwithstanding its more banal impU cations?can prompt us to some fascinating insights about our notions of place and our place within places, issues we too often take for granted. I once had a roommate from coastal Maine who never said "ended up";
she said "landed out," as in, "We landed out at a restaurant until two a.m."
or "She lands out doing all the work." I, who haU from the central U.S., had never heard this before and didn't even understand it at first, but it was clearly something that made perfect sense to her. After some discussion (which also included the all too similar "winding up" whose etymology we never satisfac torily explained to ourselves), we decided that "landing out" had nothing to do with airplanes in the hinterlands?something we contemplated momen tarily, but more probably referred to the experience of standing on shore facing the ocean. There, one has obviously reached the end of terra firma and "landed out." the subject, of course, is the fragihty of the individual against the power of nature, the endlessness of the sea compared to the humble figure at its shore. Evans began photographing some of the last unplowed prairies in Kansas in the late 1970s. She was drawn to the subject not by the sweeping horizon as we might expect, but rather by the infinitude at her feet. She has written that, raise questions about how we Uve on the prairie and how it has sustained us in so many ways. In a recent commentary on Evans's photographs, Worster explains that it is neither useful nor accurate to think that the untrammeled natural prairie has ended up in its current state, but that it is merely undergoing another change, like many that have gone before and many yet to be.
Evans's photographs, Uke the prairie itself, are an interesting contradiction.
As they reveal to us the superficial appearance of the land and all its beguiling subtleties, they invite us to delve deeply into the mysteries of this place and its changes. Even as it evolves into something else, the images seem to tell us, and amid transformations, uses, abuses, the prairie will never be landed out.
